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One 


Author's Notes: 
| HOPE THIS IS A GOOD START | feel kind of disproportionately rusty so | hope it isn't awkward or messy or 


anything. Enjoy? v 


Title is from the Stone Temple Pilots song 


Slash regained consciousness as if he were being pulled to the surface of a lake of thick Jello. The room he 
was in was disturbingly unfamiliar, and he thought maybe he was still dreaming until he tried to move, lost 
control of his limbs and thumped to the floor. The carpet underneath him was a little sticky and a lot 
scratchy. Gross. He groaned aloud while hauling himself back onto the couch to assume a more comfortable 
sitting position. 


Initially he thought he was alone, but a matching disgruntled noise alerted him to the presence of a girl laying 
under a nearby coffee table, seemingly in a very similar situation to Slash. She quickly got up to leave, though, 


casting him an amused glance on her way out. 
g g y 


Slash wondered what the hell was funny about his situation. Sure, he was very hungover, disoriented, and in 
someone else's dorm, but so was she, so what was the big deal? He rolled his eyes and was about to get up 
and see if he could get home when two other boys walked in. 


Judging by the fact that they were wearing fresh clothes and didn't look like death warmed over, they were 
definitely the actual inhabitants of the place rather than guests, and thus, the hosts of the previous night's 
party. Slash didn't remember seeing them, but he didn't remember much of the past eleven or so hours, so 


he chose not to sweat it. 


They both started laughing when they got a proper look at him. Outright loud cackling. Doubling over, slapping 
their knees. The whole shebang. It irritated the shit out of Slash, who was already on his last nerve, for fuck's 


sake. 
"What the shit! What's so funny?!" he snapped. 
Only one of them settled down enough to give him an answer. 


"Your face," the dark-haired boy wheezed. Slash was deeply affronted. Out of all the things people had ever 
made fun of him for, his appearance had never been one of them. "And your-- dude, have you looked at your 


legs?" 
Indignant, unsure why his legs would be so worthy of ridicule, he looked down and froze. 


He was covered in Sharpie. It was like a horde of unsupervised middle schoolers had been given writing tools 
and cruelly unleashed on him. Profane phrases and pictures adorned his skin There were more penises than he 


could count and even a few vulvas. His right knee declared him a "cocksucker." 
It must've been his expression that sent his new acquaintances into another fit of laughter. 


Slash sighed and placed both palms over his face, trying not to think about the unholy images that were no 
doubt depicted upon it. This is fucking embarrassing. Maybe in a few days he'd look back and appreciate the 
hilarity of the situation, but he wasn't feeling it now. He had no idea how to get back to his own room, didn't 


rea now anyone on campus yeT, and was alone besides a couple strangers oT dubious nelptulness. 
lly k y pus yet, and lone besid ple strangers of dubious helpful 


"Look," he started, his voice strained and thick from the hangover, "Any chance you guys could tell me how to 


get back to my dorm? | dunno--" 


He stopped, taking a long breath. /ts fine. Its fine. Even if they're assholes, this campus can't possibly be that big 
Hl find if. | mean, Im nightmarishly bad with directions and Ive gotten hopelessly lost in the Walmart superstore at 
least four times, but | can manage, right? 


The brunette saw Slash's visible stress and sat down by him, becoming more serious. Slash made a mental 


note that he seemed like the nicer one of the two. "Oh, you new? Yeah, of course. You can wash that shit off 


before you leave too, I'm guessing you don't wanna walk around like that." The redhead leaned over the arm of 


the couch, eyeing the crudely drawn genitalia and snorting derisively. 
‘Leave him alone, Axl, he's a freshman!" 

"Axl?" Slash asked curiously. 

"Yeah, thats him. And l'm Izzy." 


"Sick. Everyone calls me Slash." 


"Shit, that's cool. Lemme grab you some breakfast and we'll go" He motioned Slash into the kitchen to turn the 
water to its highest setting and furiously scrub at his face and arms. The rest would just have to stay until 
later, damn everyone's mockery, because taking a sink shower in a strange place first thing in the morning 
simply was not his idea of fun 


Izzy, meanwhile, turned away and preoccupied himself with something on the opposite counter. Whatever it 
was, it smelled fucking fantastic. Slash deemed his Sharpied face a lost cause, forcefully wiping it dry and 
grinding his teeth in grudging defeat when it revealed that the horrible artwork had only faded infinitesimally. 


He'd just returned to sit down when Izzy brought out a hot breakfast sandwich loosely wrapped in a paper 
towel, which he gave to Slash, then motioned for him to follow out the door and down the stairs. "So, how're 


you liking it here?" 


He nibbled the food and blinked his eyes against the morning sun. "Y..yeah. Besides this morning, that was 
fucked up. | can't believe | got that drunk. My head is murdering me. Great party, though." 


Izzy grinned in pride. 

He continued, feeling unusually trusting and comfortable. Maybe there was some alcohol lingering in his system. 
| have to get my shit together and go to class later today, ‘cause there's this guy | wanna talk to. His name is 
Duff and we're always next to each other in the art studio but he's so quiet no matter what | say. It's so 
annoying." 

"Oh? Is he cuuuuuute?”" 

"No! Wait, yes. But shut up, don't say it like that... Stop laughing!" 

Izzy tried and failed several times to arrange his expression into a neutral one. "Fine, what's he like?" 

"I think he's shy, but he's awesome at painting." Slash could hear himself taking on a sappy, dreamy lilt, but he 


couldn't help it one bit. "We got assigned this stupid, boring still life to practice our observational skills," his 
voice pitched higher with scorn, "and he's using oil paints for his and let me tell you, it looks like it belongs in a 


goddamn art museum. Ugh." 
“Terrific! Bang him." 
"IZZY" 


Then they arrived at Slash's dorm, and he was surprisingly disappointed to see Izzy leave with a "see ya 
around" and a quick wave. Whatever. The thought was forgotten as soon as he clumsily opened his door, barely 
checking to make sure everything was as he'd left it, made a beeline for his bedroom, and sank into another 


deep sleep. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
This was fun to write. Enjoy v 


It was the second time that that that Slash woke up confused, except this time his cheek was stuck to the 
pillow with a cold puddle of his own drool. Right away he checked the clock by his bed, standing up with a rush 
of relief when it informed him it was only 2:30 and he could take a shower and still be on time for class, 
because how much would it suck if he had to show up to see Duff while looking like a freshly reanimated 


corpse? 


Twenty-five minutes later, patently a record for him, Slash was dressed nicely enough in a plain black shirt, 
skinny jeans, combat boots and a grommet belt. Well, he thought it was nice. Duff usually wore pastel colors 
with paint-splattered overalls and sparkly barrettes and other things that Slash would've found positively 
appalling on anyone else, so really it was more or less a shot in the dark as to whether his outfit would be 


impressive to a sufficient degree. 


Stepping out, the outdoor light wasn't nearly as harshly unwelcoming as it had been that morning. It carried a 
mellow warmth that lightened his footsteps and stayed with him until he reached the studio and started pulling 
out his big watercolor trays and setting them down, surreptitiously glancing back and forth so he'd see when 


Duff walked in. 


Which he did, after more than a few anxious minutes. He was gorgeous and radiant and he totally ignored 
Slash, carefully propping up his canvas and getting out paints, at ease and unaware that someone was 


intermittently staring at him with laser intensity. 


Slash waffled, debating his next move while mixing a pretty orangish red that happened to be the same shade 
as Duff's book bag. Decorated with muted reds and oranges that were reminiscent of a summer sunset, the 
bag perfectly matched the personality of its owner. The edge of a pink spiral-bound notebook peeked out of it. 
Duff himself had started painting peacefully, rendering the display of objects on the table so they looked more 
perfect, more appealing than they did sitting there in the studio. Slash felt like he was watching Michelangelo. 


He peered self consciously at his own work. Same objects, different medium. Slash preferred watercolor. It was 
good, he was happy with it for sure, but occasionally he found himself looking round the room and feeling the 
doubt creeping in Easy enough to ignore most of the time, but now, when he was surrounded by the skillful 


work of others, not so much. 


For a while, careful brushstrokes and the soft whooshing of papers being shuffled lulled Slash into a 
concentrated state. He forgot all about his insecurities as as he used tiny dots of white acrylic to add 
highlights to the glass bottle, became too focused on locations of the shadows and highlights to daydream or 


pine. 


A sudden loud sound abruptly brought him back to Earth. He spun around in annoyance, ready to personally 
deliver a scathing glare to the perpetrator of the offending noise. 


Duff was frantically leaning down, scooping his metal pencil case off the floor. 


Slash, mentally smacking himself, cleared his expression of animosity and tilted to the side to help him pick up 
the few pencils that had rolled down. "You good?" he mumbled. 


Duff nodded silently. That didn't leave him with many options for a reply, but he didn't want to lose out on an 
opportunity for a conversation so he risked sounding awkward and asked "Want a snack? I've got a bunch of 


candy in my bag and um." 


He received a noncommittal shrug for his troubles, but Duff did accept the proffered packet of jellybeans with 
a sweet if tremulous smile. 


Beyond fucking frustrated, he chose another question. "What about seeing a show with me tonight, wanna do 
that?" Then immediately he regretted how it'd come out, because he sounded irritated rather than interested, 


and well, what kind of way was that to ask a person on a date? 


Disappointed in his own lack of patience, he tentatively looked up and there was Duff, looking like Slash had 
kicked his puppy, or insulted his mother, or some other equally abhorrent act. He started fidgeting with one of 
the bracelets on his wrist. It was cheap fake silver, parts of it were turning green from all the times he 
forgot to take it off before jumping in the shower. "Eugh, sorry. Dunno why | said it like that. Really, d'you 


want to?" 


The defeated, embarrassed tone that shaded the question made him cringe. Great. Now you look pathetic and 
also lke you have anger issues. Starting off on the right foot for sure. 


"Uh," Duff shuffled his feet and frenetically pulled on a lock of his blond hair. "I don't, um, really go to 
concerts. | have to study tonight, though, you can do that with me if you want?" 


"Yeah, yeah, sounds awesome." 


It didn't really sound awesome. Slash loathed studying with a passion, but he kept his hopes up. Hopefully by 
"study" he meant something else, like "goof off and smoke weed" or perhaps even “have wild, nasty, loud sex 


that would probably alarm everyone on the adjacent floors," both of which Slash would be 100% down for. 


Keeping these thoughts to himself, he smiled at Duff in what he desperately hoped was a reassuring yet cool 
way, waiting until he received a still nervous but decidedly pleased one to turn around and give his attention 


back to the still life that was beginning to come together sort of beautifully. 


That evening, Slash changed clothes again. Ridiculous and a true outrage, in his opinion, but desperate times 
called for desperate measures. The plain shirt came off and was replaced with a faded Metallica one. A 
significant amount of jewelry was added. The refreshing sunlight had long disappeared by that point in the 
evening, so he grabbed a black hoodie and his vest from the floor and pulled them on, pausing to adjust the 
position of some of the pins on the vest. He looked in the mirror and felt stupid. / have no idea how to impress 
this guy. | barely know what he likes! Not only was the art studio an entirely inopportune place to talk, since it 
was quiet and every quiet conversation could be heard by whoever cared to listen, but Duff wouldn't fucking 


talk for God knew what reason. 
Slash gave his reflection the finger. 


Crossing the dark campus to get to Duff's dorm, periodically checking and rechecking the numbers on the 
scrap of paper crumpled in his pocket, Slash entertained himself by eavesdropping on the chatter of the 
students who passed by in groups and reflecting on what they said. So when he knocked hesitantly on Duff's 
door, what was on his mind was Jessica and her boyfriend who performed poorly in the bedroom, not his own 
romantic problems and the fact that he was almost certainly going to make an ass of himself in front of the 


guy he liked. 
"Coming!" 
The soft voice sent a Cupid's arrow straight through Slash's heart. 


Duff opened the door and he looked adorable. His hair was up in a side ponytail and there were more glittery 
barrettes in it than before. Subtle pink lip gloss matched with the oversized hoodie he wore. 


"C'mon in, you can sit down over there. | was just getting out stuff for us to eat" He kept his eyes on the 


floor and spoke like he was expecting Slash to fly into a rage at any moment. 


Slash pushed back another wave of the same confusion and frustration that had plagued him earlier in the 


studio. "You okay?" 


"Yeah. Yeah. Uh huh." It might've been the most transparent lie that history had ever seen, but Slash couldn't 
for the life of him guess what could be wrong, so he tried to let it go. 


‘Its okay," he replied, having no clue what fear of Duff's he was trying to assuage, exactly, but feeling like it 
was an appropriate thing to say nevertheless, and they entered his living room. 


It was structured the same way as Slash's and everyone else's, except it looked like someone had taken the 
frilliest, cutest dollhouse they could find and converted it into a life-size room. He actually needed a moment to 
process the whole thing. There was a pink shag rug in the center, the two end tables were draped with 
lavender cloth and held up various stuffed animals and trinkets. There was a delicate glass vase with bushels 


of hydrangeas inside. A large pastel rainbow flag was thumbtacked to one wall 


Duff had gone completely red in the face when he looked at him again. Slash didn’t like that. 
"This is pretty as fuck," he declared emphatically. "Sick. | like it" 


The blond looked a little disbelieving, but the ashamed look mostly left his face. "Thanks, um, you can sit down 
and get your stuff set up. I'll be right there." 


That was when Slash remembered that he'd been invited over to study and how fucking boring that promised 
to be. "Cool." 


Not a minute later, Duff settled down near Slash with a big bowl of pretzels and two glasses of soda. "I was 
thinking popcorn at first, but it would get grease all over everything," he explained. "Are pretzels okay?" 


"Yeah!" 


"C..cool. What d'you wanna start with, is there anything you need help with? Or you could help me review these 
flashcards if you want, I've got this horrible Art History test coming up and I've mostly just been rereading 
and writing out the notes..." 


Slash glanced uncomfortably at his notebooks and papers, most of which were filled with more doodles and 
potential song lyrics than real classwork. "Fuck, that sounds awful. Yeah, let's do your flashcards." 


Duff handed them over, a neat little stack of pristine cards with perfectly lettered information and the 
occasional matching diagram. Slash shuffled them, flicking through and mentally rolling his eyes at the utter 
pointlessness of having to memorize all the prominent examples of early printmaking. "So. Who was Albrecht 


Durer?" 

He fiddled with a thread of the pink rug underneath him while Duff gathered his thoughts enough to answer. 
"German, lived during the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, known for his woodcut prints?" 

"Yup. Paul Gauguin?" 

About two hours later, they'd gone through all of the flashcards a second time where they switched to 
describing the person or thing and having Duff list the name, rifled through the review packet to catch any 
information he was missing, took a snack break, read some of a book together so Duff could get a head start 
on an essay. He'd very considerately asked again if Slash had homework, but Slash decided he wasn't here to 
embarrass himself further and simply shook his head. Now they were both lounging on the floor and struggling 


to stay awake. 


‘Oh shit, sorry, it's late, you wanna get back to your room?" 


Slash sat up to check the clock and rubbed his forehead, woozy from the sudden movement. "S'okay, | don't 
have much to do tomorrow, but yeah. See you later?" 


"Yes. Um, thank you for helping me." 


The sudden formal statement unsettled Slash. The blank expression Duff wore disheartened him. The fact that 
he didn't even look up as Slash shuffled to the door made his heart sink to the bottom of his ribcage. 


"Sure, Duff." 


